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The nicest picture book I know 


Is made of clouds that come and 


Sometimes a boat, sometimes a 


ball, 


And once I saw a waterfall. 


It pictures ferns that change to 


frogs, 
And turtles crawling over logs; 


A mountain capped with shining 
snow, 


And children dancing in a row. 
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Are clouds like sheep in Galilee, 
For they remind me of the night 


When silver shone a star and 


bright, 


When shepherds heard, so close 


to earth, 
A love song of the Savior's birth, 
And Mary, of all mothers blest, 
Held baby J esus to her breast. 


+ 
we ~ 

ee) But best of all the things I see 4 
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And so I watch the clouds and 


know 


Why Christmas candles twin- 
kle so, 


Why Christmas trees are 
dressed in gold 


And made the gifts of love to 
hold. 


And when the wind has blown 


away 


My picture book, I run and 


play— 
The song of angels close to me 


And all my thoughts in Galilee. 
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LILY WANDEL 


“T made my Christmas wish weeks L ” David told his sister, 
“and it’s coming true, too,” he added with a little nod of his head. 

“So did I make a wish—and maybe it’s coming true,” Doris 
said a little doubtfully. “At least I’m hoping—only, tomorrow is 
Christmas and there isn’t much time left for it to happen,” she added. 

“Well, my wish is that Mother will come home for Christmas!” 
cried David excitedly, throwing his cap into the air. “And I know 
she will because Grandma had a letter from her saying she was settling 
oo business in the city so she could come! Now, what’s your 
wl 

““Why—” answered Doris with a surprised little laugh, “that’s 
my wish, too, that we’d have Mother with us for Christmas—and I 
think she'd better hurry.” 

“Don’t you worry, we'll have her,” David assured her confi- 
dently. “‘Let’s run into the house and see whether Grandma has heard 
ot od $ coming on the afternoon train. It’s the last one from the city 

a 
; "They scuttled into the house and found Grandma reading a tele- 
gram, with a little frown between her eyes. 
_ “Children,” she said gravely, “your mother has telegraphed that 
she can’t be here for Christmas. Very important business keeps her 
in the city.” 

Doris’ little chin began to quiver. “Oh!” she cried in disap- 
pointment, “I hoped so hard, and now we won't have Mother with 
us for Christmas!” 

“Don’t say that, Doris,” rer in David hurriedly ; * ‘she may 
surprise us! Perhaps she'll come on the afternoon train. Grandma, 
please may we go to the station to meet her?” 

Grandma said that they might if Martha, who helped in the house, 
would go with them. 

Doris was smiling again as she stood with Martha and David 


6 
| ISTMAS 
Shy 4 


WEE WISDOM r4 


on the station platform while the big train pulled in. “Oh, David!” 
she whispered excitedly, “if she only comes! You're sure she'll sur- 
prise us?” 

David nodded gravely and watched the passengers alight. 

Eager eyed he and Doris scanned each face as the coaches emp- 
tied slowly. ‘She'll be the very last one off, I suppose,”” decided Doris, 
her smile fading as she watched. 

Slowly the train moved on and the people on the platform hurried 
away. “She didn’t come,” murmured Doris thickly. 


Aunt Ida walked up the path to the front door—alone. 


There was nothing to do but to walk back to the house. There 
Grandma greeted them with a slip of yellow paper. “Another tele- 
gram!” she said; waving the paper merrily. 

Doris glowed; David’s bright eyes were fixed on his grand- 
— smiling face. ‘‘Mother’s coming, isn’t she?” he asked breath- 

y. 

“No,” answered Grandma, “‘this is from Aunt Ida. She's com- 
ing in her automobile. Isn’t that nice? You know how she loves you 
—and won’t it be fine to have her with us for Christmas? She’ll be 
here any minute, so you children run out and watch.” 

Doris rushed out as fast as her little legs would carry her. ‘Oh, 
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David,” she said, when he appeared, “Mother won’t be with us for 
Christmas after all—and I’m so hungry to see her!” 

For a moment David was silent, then his face brightened. “Don’t 
feel so unhappy, Doris,” he comforted; “I’m just sure we'll have 
Mother!” He lowered his voice. “I’ve prayed every night that we'd 
see her at Christmas,” he said. 

“But,” objected Doris, “the last train is in and Aunt Ida—” 

“Yes, yes!”’ interrupted David eagerly, “I’ve got it! She'll come 
with Aunt Ida and surprise us! Now!” 


“I’m going to take you to the city to spend Christmas with your mother.” 


Doris smiled and her eyes twinkled happily. “Oh, David, I’m 
so happy! Let’s run down to the end of the garden and watch from 
there, because I just couldn’t bear to be here if Aunt Ida gets out of the 
all alone without Mother!’” And they scampered off ex- 
citedly. 

Soon a large closed car drew up before the house and Doris, 
watching with anxious eyes, squeezed David's hand till she hurt him. 
“She'll get out, won’t she?’”’ Doris whispered. David did not answer. 
Aunt Ida walked up the path to the front door—alone. The children 
waited for a moment, their eyes fixed on the door of the automobile. 
Then Doris whispered in a strained voice, ““Let’s get closer; Mother 
may be sitting inside the car.” 


Wi, 
AN 


WEE WISDOM 9 


Almost timidly they drew nearer until they could see that nobody 
was in the car except the chauffeur. 

Quite suddenly Doris tugged at David’s hand. “Come!” she 
ordered, “I can’t go in and say, ‘Hello!’ to Aunt Ida when she didn’t 
bring Mother! Let’s run down to Cousin Ellen’s; she'll have us to 
supper!” 

For a second David hesitated, then with a little toss of his head 
he ran off with Doris. 

They had not run far, just a bit farther than the end of the 
garden, when David brought Doris to a standstill. “We're going 
back,” he decided firmly. “It isn’t fair to run away. Aunt Ida’s come 
all the way from the city to spend Christmas with us and this isn’t a 
nice way to treat her. Besides, don’t you remember how kind she’s 
always been to us? Remember the paper dolls she sent to you and all 
the foreign stamps to-me? She’s been good to us, and,” he added 
thoughtfully, “maybe Mother asked her to come here to see us.” 

For a moment Doris was silent, then she said with a little sigh: 
“All right. But what was the good of all the hoping and of your 
being so sure? Mother didn’t come, after all.” 

David began to smile. “I’m still hoping,” he said. ‘“‘Do you 
know, Doris, perhaps Mother did come along and got out of the car 
in the village to do some shopping!” 

Doris gave a little whoop of joy. “Hurry! Let’s run to the 
house as fast as we can!”’ she cried. 

Panting, they rushed into the house, to be kissed and hugged by 
a beaming Aunt Ida. “Oh,” cried Doris at once, “you did bring 
Mother along, didn’t you? She’s down in the village—” her voice 
stopped short as Aunt Ida shook her head, smiling. 

““No, your mother is in the city,” she told them. Doris turned 
away with a quivering lip, but David’s eyes, very bright and eager, 
were fixed on his aunt’s face. ‘‘Martha’s upstairs already,” Aunt Ida 
went on, “packing your things, because I’m going to take you with me 
at once in the automobile—back to the city to spend Christmas with 
your mother. She wants very much to see you, and I’m going to take 
you both as a surprise. What do you think of it?” 

Doris whirled about and threw her arms around Aunt Ida’s neck. 
“Tt’s wonderful! I’m so happy!” she cried. She flew to David. ‘Oh, 
David, I’m so glad you kept hoping, and wasn’t it good you were sure 
we'd see Mother at Christmas!” 
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CHIMPANZE 
eg GARDNER HUNTING 


Chapter [II 


“So you are a wonderful human clock, are you?” asked the 
lawyer. 

“No, sir, I’m not,” I said, “but I can tell minutes, and I know 
Mr. Tyrrell wasn’t gone ten minutes when the whistles blew.” 

And then suddenly the lawyer stepped forward and spoke sharper 
than he had at any time before, to the judge. This is something like 
what he said—Mr. Tyrrell helped me to remember: 

“This is all foolishness, your Honor,” he said, “and we'll just 
take occasion, right now, to show how unreliable and untrustworthy 
a child’s testimony is. With your permission, we'll test what he says 
so positively he can do. It has a bearing on the case.” 

know it was something like that anyway, and it made a lot of 
trouble at once, Mr. Ardmore saying that such a test was not fair, and 
the other lawyer insisting that I should be made to tell how I could 
count minutes. I knew what it meant and I was pretty scared again, 
but I felt as if maybe I wouldn’t be sorry just to have a chance to show 
that lawyer I could count ten minutes; and I understood, too, from 
some things they were saying, that it was very important. Mr. Ard- 
more once or twice looked at me as if he was half ready to let me try 
but was afraid to, too; but pretty soon, Mr. Tyrrell winked one of 
his red eyes at me and then spoke to Mr. Ardmore a minute. And 
right away Mr. Ardmore stopped objecting. 

But the judge settled all the fuss just then, by saying that I might 
try telling five minutes, and, all in a second, the people began to take 
out their watches and look at me and at the watches and at me again, 
and to laugh and whisper while the lawyers talked. But when I looked 
at Mr. Tyrrell again, he winked once more and smiled as if he knew 
I could do it—and then I wasn’t afraid. 

I thought the best way would be to put my head down on my 
hands so I couldn’t see the people, for I might forget and count wrong, 
if I looked at everybody. So, when they were all ready, I just said, 
“Now,” like that, and put my hands over my eyes and commenced 
to count. 

“One chimpanzee, two chimpanzee, three chimpanzee, four chim- 
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panzee,” I counted right along, just as I always did, and pretty soon 
I almost forgot about everybody all around me, and just counted and 
counted and bent one finger under at the end of every minute, and it 
wasn’t nearly so bad as I had been afraid it might be. 

But five minutes is a long time. I’m glad they didn’t make me 
count the whole ten, for maybe I couldn’t have done it. It’s not so 


hard out of doors, 
when you're alone, 
—— if you don’t get in a 


hurry, but counting 
even five minutes in 
a court room, when 
you know every- 
body is just waiting 
to see if you do it 
right, is hard 
enough. It was so 
still that it seemed 
like Sunday in 
church, just before 
the minister begins, 
and you could hear 
the noises out in the 
street. Once I was 
almost afraid I 
couldn’t do it after 
all, but I kept on 
because I remem- 
bered Mr. Tyrrell. 
And when the last 
minute was done, I 
took my hands 
away from my face 
and looked up at Mr. Ardmore and just said, “Now!” 

And then, all at once—why, you'd hardly believe it—the people 
all around just got up out of their seats, and such a noise you never 
heard in a house. They just yelled, like you do when somebody 
makes a home run, and they clapped their hands and stamped on the 
floor; and the judge didn’t even try to stop them, for he just laughed 
and rubbed his handkerchief all over his face and laughed again. So 
I knew I had counted almost right, anyway. Down in front there was 
a woman who was crying, and lots of them waved handkerchiefs at 


ERCLING 


I just said, “Now,” like that, and put my hands over 
my eyes and commenced to count. 
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me, and I looked over at Mr. Tyrrell and there were tears in his eyes, 
too. But he put his hands together and shook them at me, just 
as if he were shaking hands with me, and I knew he was glad. And 
then the court clerk called out that I was within ten seconds of the 
correct time. 
But right in the middle of it, in came Father, and with him he 
had the picture I'd 
taken. He’d been 
clear home to get it. 
And when Mr. 
Ardmore had 
looked at it, he 
showed it to the 
judge and to the 
rest, and Father 
says this is what 
Mr. Ardmore said 
to the jury: 
“Gentlemen, my 
case is before you. 
The boy’s _ testi- 
mony is _ perfect. 
He’s proved that he 
knows what he’s 
talking about, and 
now this photo- 
graph supports his 
testimony absolute- 
ly. There is the 
man—the prisoner 
—in the center of 


“Can't beat the truth, Son, can they 2” the picture, and It's 
a good likeness. 


And you will notice two other things also—one, that the tree trimmer’s 
work shows in the branches lying on the lawn, and the other, that the 
hands of the clock in the Methodist church spire, at the left, point to 
fourteen minutes to seven. I think that proves our alibi. You can’t 
defeat truth!” 

Then everybody yelled again, and when Mr. Ardmore asked 
the other lawyer if he wanted to question me any more, he just waved 
his hand. But the judge said he wanted to know what was my way 
of counting, and I had to stand up before them all and count another 
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minute out loud, just to show them all that it could be done. At the 
end, Father came right across and picked me up and carried me out, 
while people stood up and clapped and stamped till you couldn’t hear 
anything. I think they were glad for Mr. Tyrrell. 

Father didn’t say much at first, even when it turned out that the 
jury made them let Mr. Tyrrell go, and when Mr. Tyrrell himself 
came up to see me that night and thanked me, just as if he hadn’t taught 
me himself to count the chimpanzee way. Father seemed more pleased 
than I’d ever seen him, and kept looking at me and looking at me, all 
the time Mr. Tyrrell was there, but he was just quiet and hardly spoke. 
But when I went to bed, pretty near tired out, too, and Mother was 
tucking me in, he came and put his head in at my door and smiled at 
us both, and said: 

“Can't beat the truth, Son, can they?” , 


“No, sir,” I said; thinking suddenly how hard some of them had 
tried. 


“Know why?” he asked. 

That seemed plain enough. “It’s the only really real thing there 
is about anything,” I said. 

He opened his eyes at me for a second. Then he nodded his 
head at me slowly. “Yes,” he said; “but many a man has grown old 
without growing wise enough to see just that.” 

Seems funny, doesn’t it, that anybody should think that just seeing 
that should be being wise! Anybody can see it! 


(The end) 


Of God’s free substance now 
we take, 


And thank Him for the Lord 
Christ’s sake. 
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ALBERTA MASTIN CARTER 


I saw three ships $0 sailing, 
A-sailin?, o'er the sea; 

They were so near, so close to me, 
That I touched them, one, two, three. 
And all was blue around them— 
The windmills and the sea— 

For they were on a saucer, 

With my breakfast, don’t you see?” 
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i 
WHITE SST°CKINGS 


A beautiful queen in a far-away land was traveling through her 
kingdom to see how the people were faring. She had journeyed many 
miles, visited many cities, and seen many people. Those who were 
poor she had helped with money and with kind words. To others she 
had tried to bring sunshine and comfort. 

She had traveled much, and she was now eager to be home again, 
for even beautiful queens tire of traveling and long for home. Besides, 
it was near Christmas and the queen wanted to be in her own palace 
and to have her own family Christmas tree. With a few members of 
her court she was hastening homeward. A great storm arose. Her 
party were in a mountainous country and they soon lost their way. 
The snow got deep and the blizzard raged so they could see only a 
little way ahead of them. Finally, when they were about to give up 
all hope of finding shelter, they saw a light twinkling near. 

Overjoyed, they hastened toward it. It proved to be lamplight, 
shining from the window of a tiny mountain cottage. The kind people 
who lived in the cottage gave food and shelter to the queen’s party. 

After a while the queen felt so comforted by the warm fire and 
by the warm food that she had eaten that she began to look about her. 
Four children were gazing shyly at her from the other end of the room. 

“Come here, my little ones,” she called; but they were so timid 
in the presence of the queen that they dared not go near. “Come,” 
she called again, “come to the hearth by me and I will tell you a story.” 
She smiled such a sweet, friendly smile that they went forward one by 
one and gathered about her. 

She told them wonderful tales of other lands and other people 
until they quite forgot to be afraid. Then she asked them to tell her 
a story in return, and little Hulda, the seven-year-old, she of the shin- 
ing eyes, told the story of Cinderella, for she knew it well. 

The queen clapped her hands and then she said: ‘“‘Now you tell 
me, little Hilda of the golden hair, tell me the story of the stockings— 
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these stockings hanging here by the hearth, all tacked up so bravely. 
Why are they here>” 

Oh, how the children laughed! ‘‘Don’t you know,” they cried, 
“that this is Christmas Eve?” 

“Ah, so it is; I had almost forgotten,” the queen answered. “But 
whose are the beautiful white stockings?” she asked. 


§ 
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““J—I give them to you, my queen,” he said. 


Most of the stockings were red and black, clean but mended and 
worn. Hanging at one side of the hearth, however, was a pair of 
beautiful snow-white stockings, so soft, so lovely that they might have 
been made for a princess. 

“Oh,” cried the children, all trying to talk at once, “Mother knits 
just one pair a year like that, and they are for the child who has been 
kindest and best all through the year. The one who gets the white 
stockings always keeps them; he wears them only on dress up days, 
and he also gets the finest presents from Santa Claus.” 

“‘And who gets them this year >?” 

*“We don’t know; Mother has not told us yet.” 

The mother, a quiet, sweet woman, rose from her chair. 

“T will tell you now,” she said, “if the queen wishes.” 
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“Yes, I am much interested,” answered the queen. 
“The children have all done well this year,” said the mother, 
“but the white stockings go this time to little Sven, because he has 
learned not only to conquer his temper, but he has learned to be un- 
selfish and to share his things with others. He has had to try hard, and 
he has earned the stockings.” 
“O, Sven, Sven, we are glad!” cried the other children, crowd- 
ing about the blushing, happy-eyed child and kissing him. 
““Ah,” said the queen, “your children, I see, have all learned to 


W onderingly, with the family crowded about him, Sven opened it. 


be generous. You have jewels to be proud of, little Mother.” 

The mother smiled. “They are good children,” she said simply, 
“although it is not always easy for them to be. It has been hard for 
Sven, especially.” They looked at the dark-eyed boy whose face 
glowed as he looked at the beautiful stockings. 

“But, dear Queen,” piped up Hilda the golden-haired, “where 
are your stockings to hang up?” 

The queen replied, ““My baggage has all been lost somewhere 
in the snowdrifts, and I have none but these wet and soiled stockings 
that I have on. I suppose I must do without.” 

“Oh, no,” instantly cried little Hulda, “you may have mine!” 
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The other children, not to be outdone, each shouted to the queen 
to take his or her stockings—all but little Sven. He looked at his 
stockings hanging there so beautiful and white. He had never before 
won a pair of white ones; a whole year of self-denial lay back of that 
gift. Tonight Santa would fill them full, full of shining gifts, finer than 
he ever had had. And then the white stockings would be his to keep 
forever. The stockings were the symbol of all that was good, beauti- 
ful, and wonderful. 

Then he looked at his queen, so kind, so lovely, with a wistful 
little smile on her face. She had worked hard too during the year, for 
others—and now she could not even be home with her own family. 

Sven faltered. A tear ran down his face. He went up to the 
white stockings and took them down, tenderly, reverently. “I—I 
give them to you, my Queen,” he said. 

The wistful little smile on the queen’s face gave way to a shining 
one. “Little Sven,” she said, laying her hand tenderly on his tousled 
head, “‘little Sven, this is the greatest gift I have ever received.” 

She looked at the stockings lying in her lap and her eyes filled 
as she noted the beautiful work that had been done by the loving 
hands of the mother. 

“*But I cannot take them away from you, little Sven,” she said. 
“I will carry the memory of them always in my heart. Will not 
that do?” 

““No, dear Queen,” answered the boy, “truly I wish you to have 
them. Please accept.” 

The queen looked into his upturned, wistful face and then at the 
eager, smilingly expectant faces of the family, and she saw that they 
would be much hurt if she refused the gift. Very gently then she took 
the stockings and put them on the hearth shelf. The mother brought 
slips of paper with the names of all the family on them. On the white 
stockings she put a slip on which the words “Our Queen”’ were written. 
Down the line of stockings a pair of black ones was added and on them 
was the name “Sven.” 

In those black stockings, next morning, besides Sven’s modest 
presents, was a beautiful golden knife, shining, wonderful—a gift 
from the queen. 

And weeks later, long after the queen had gone safely back home, 
there came one day a package marked, “For Sven.” 

Wonderingly, with the family crowded about him, Sven opened 
it. There in a beautiful box lay a pair of snow-white stockings, soft 
and fine and handmade, and on them was a card with the words: 

“To Sven—knitted by his Queen.” 


WEE WISDOM 


FRANCES W. FOULKS 
CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


This month, as we prepare for our Christmas giving, let us remem- 
ber that we have this joyous season because of a wonderful child, 
Jesus Christ. He had love in His heart toward all people, even when 
He was a little child; and as He grew older this love made Him able 
to do many wonderful things. The love of the Christ Child also is 
ours. If we remember this as we get ready to celebrate His birth, 
each of our gifts will be richer, carrying a blessing to the one who re- 
ceives it, and we shall be blessed in the making and in the giving. 

The first gift that I shall tell you about (diagram |) is to be made 
from a big bandanna handkerchief. It will be very useful to Daddy 
or to Big Brother, for holding his soiled collars and handkerchiefs. 
When you buy the bandanna handkerchief, get two yards of '/y inch 
satin ribbon to match the color of the handkerchief. Make a '/2 inch 
hem on two opposite sides of the handkerchief. Fold the handkerchief 

down the center, with the hems 

L together and the wrong side out. 

> Whip the sides together, just to 

the hem. Cut the ribbon in two 

pieces. Start at one side and 

run one piece through the hems 

and out at the place where you 

started, tieing the ends in a tiny 

bow. Run the other piece of 

ribbon from the opposite side 

g and also tie it in a bow. Dia- 

noe eee gram | shows how your gift 
should look. 

Diagram 2 shows a little apron that will be a nice gift for another 
Sunbeam or for some one in your home. It has pockets to hold needle- 
work, or darning, or mending. A piece of yard wide dotted swiss, 
¥%, of a yard long will make two aprons, if split lengthwise. For each 
apron you will need one and one half yards of narrow lace, one yard 
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of satin ribbon from | inch to 2'4 inches wide, and a skein of em- 
broidery cotton to match the ribbon. Make a 4 inch hem on two 
sides and on one end of the swiss. Hem the other end on the wrong 
side of the goods. Whip the lace to each end of the swiss, making it a 
little full. TTurn back the end that you hemmed last 7 inches and 
baste. Divide this part of the apron into four pockets by basting in 
straight lines, as shown in dia- 
gram 2: a narrow one at each 
end for the smaller things, and 
two larger ones in the center. 
Along the lines of basting 
make a fancy stitch of some 
kind, or a long and short 
stitch, with embroidery cotton. 
Make this stitch also on the 
hems on each side. About | 
inch from the other end of the 

apron, make a !/y inch tuck, 
then sew this tuck down on the outer edge. Run the ribbon for the 
ties under the tuck, and this gift is finished. The apron, with the work 
in it, may be hung on a closet hook, or rolled up and laid aside while 
not in use. 

A dainty little pincushion may be made from some little pieces 
of organdie or georgette. Perhaps you can find this material in 
Mother’s scrap bag. Cut a paper pattern of a circle 5 inches across, 

and cut your material like it. Then trim down 
the pattern to a circle 31/4 inches across, and 
trace the design (diagram 3) in the center of o) 

. . 
the circle. Lay your material over this and es 
mark design and circle with a lead pencil. @ 9 @e 
Make a 4 inch hem all around your material ° 


and run a piece of baby ribbon through the hem. C mn 


Embroider the little flowers with French knots, 

one of blue, another of rose, and a third one of 

lavender. Make the centers of yellow. Make 

stems and leaves of light green. ° Around the 3 

smaller circle whip one or two rows of very nar- 
row lace. Make a round pincushion. To do this cut out two pieces 
4 inches across; sew them together on the wrong side, leaving a | inch 
opening; turn to right side, stuff with cotton or wool, and whip to- 
gether the little opening. Put your cushion cover on this and draw 
the ribbon up in the back, not too tightly, and tie in a bow. 
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To get an evening effect, paint the sky dark, cold blue. Tint 
birds red; trees, green; moon, orange. Put an orange light in win- 
dows. Paint cabin light brown. Add green to red to make brown. 
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HANDICRAFT 


Harold Evans Kellog3, 


CHRISTMAS TREE DECORATIONS 


As Christmas approaches, many of us will think about our Christ- 
mas tree decorations. Of course we can purchase the usual tree orna- 
ments from the shops, but what could be more interesting than to make 
a number of our own decorations this year ? 

To make the Santa Claus figure, the pattern of which is shown 
on the next page, proceed as follows: Place a piece of soft wood about 
\/4 inch thick under the pattern, and lay a piece of carbon paper be- 
tween the page and the wood. Trace the outline of the figure with 
a pencil, transferring the pattern to the board. Cut out the figure with 
a scroll saw, cutting a little outside of the line; then smooth the edges 
down to the line, using a half-round wood file. Sandpaper all sur- 
faces smooth with fine sandpaper. Place the figure under the pattern 
once more, and transfer the detail lines to the board. 

To decorate the figure we shall need tubes of red, green, black, 
and white oil color, and some gold bronzing powder. You can pur- 
chase the tubes of color, the bronzing powder, and some bronzing 
liquid from almost any paint dealer. 

Paint the coat, the trousers, and the upper part of the cap bright 
red. Mix some red color with white to make a pink shade, and apply 
this to Santa’s face and hands, as well as to the face of the doll. 
Allow this paint to dry for a day; then paint the leggings and the 
upper v-shaped parts of the drum green. When this is dry, paint 
Santa’s beard, the fur band on the lower part of the coat, the cuffs, 
the fur on the cap, and the coat buttons white. Allow this to dry; 
then mix bronze powder with bronzing liquid and apply to the horn, 
the doll’s hair, the upper parts of the drum, and the belt buckle. 

Now with a very fine pointed brush, work in the outlines of the 
different articles of clothing and the eyes, the nose, the mouth, and so 
forth, with black color. Also paint the shoes black. 

To make the small circular decorations shown in the illustration 
set a tumbler or a cup on a piece of board and draw around it. Make 
the star shapes in any size you desire by first drawing a star on paper 
and then transferring it to board. Saw out these figures with a scroll 
saw, smooth the edges and surfaces with sandpaper, and bronze them. 

Bore a hole in each of the figures, through which to attach a 
string to hang the decoration to the Christmas tree. 

If you prefer to make the figures out of cardboard instead of 
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wood, draw the outlines on cardboard as you did on the board; then 
cut them out of the cardboard and paint them with water colors. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom Readers: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 

published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in February Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by December 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

The Editor. 


A TRIP THROUGH FAIRYLAND 


H. VINCENT ELLiotT (13 years) 
Ilderton, Ont., Canada 


Harold sat gazing at the frost on the windowpane—such beauti- 
ful trees, lanes, shrubs, flowers. Oh, how beautiful! 

Suddenly Harold felt as if he were becoming smaller, smaller, 
smaller, until he was about half an inch tall. He gazed skyward at 
the pillow that before had been lying beside him. Wondering where 
he was, he began picking his way over the coarse fibers of the lounge. 
He climbed the pillow, up the mountain side of the lounge, and up on 
the window sill. Suddenly realizing that he had wings, he began 
flying toward the window. He flew until he thought that he must be 
there or have flown through it. Sweeping down he caught sight of a 
large square frame, like a sign board. On getting closer he read: 


TO FAIRYLAND [== 


Notice: Two hundred flaps to the left, then straight ahead 
to the next corner. Follow the Milky way for fifty flaps, and up 
the hill lies the gate to Fairyland. 


Harold followed the directions carefully until he reached the 
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foot of the great hill. After some difficulty he discovered a flower- 
lined passage through the thick thorns that guarded the base of the hill. 
He could not fly through the passage, as it was very narrow. Up, up, 
up he trudged. It seemed a year before he caught sight of a great arch. 
At the gate he was welcomed by a very old and ugly dwarf. 

“Do you wish an escort?” said the dwarf. 

“I—I think so,”” Harold stammered. He was escorted into a 
room in which were seated several beings of the same height as him- 
self and dressed somewhat like himself, except that they wore caps, 
somewhat like those worn by train conductors. On each cap was 
printed in golden letters, “Guide.” 

The guide was a very good companion and showed him foun- 
tains, palaces, secret passages, and many interesting and beautiful 
things. 

“If you call again,” said the guide as he showed Harold out 
through the arch, “I will show you where the fairies eat. There are 
lemonade lakes, orangeade ponds, soda water streams, ice cream cone 
trees, cooky fields, and many other nice things.” 

Harold sailed out the window and alighted on the lounge. He 
suddenly felt something crawling over him and a pain in his finger. 
He woke up in time to see his kitten eating a piece of bread and jam 


that he had had in his hand when he fell asleep. 


THE SANDMAN 
ADA KiNG (11 years) 
Victoria, B. C., Canada 


The sandman sprinkles sand at night, 
And goes away in the morning light. 
At night he comes to us again; 
Sometimes he taps on the window pane. 
The sandman in daytime is far away, 
And gives us time to work and play. 


CHRISTMAS TIME 
Betty Corey (8 years) 
Wynnewood, Pa. 
Oh, Christmas is coming! The light snow is falling, falling, as 


fast as it can. Children are busy hanging their stockings by the fireside 
and Santa Claus will soon be here. 


The children are in their beds now, thinking about Santa, hoping 
that he will fill their stockings with goodies tonight. 
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MY MOTHER 


GEorRGIANA MacARTHUR 
Lake Forest, Ill. 


My mother is a darling; 
I love her very much, 

For she is full of loving care; 
Her heart is sweet, 

Her face is fair. 


And though I’m good, 
And though I’m bad, 
She loves me all the same. 
I love my loving mother, 
She’s fair in every game. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, 3uides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and lovin, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.”” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 
Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—Alll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 

ges. 
For the readers who wish to correspond—lIf the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Club Members: 

Our club is growing. Eighty-five new members (forty-six girls 
and thirty-nine boys) enrolled during September. We wish that we 
might publish the names, but the space in Wee Wisdom allotted to our 
club is limited, and we feel that you would prefer that we use the space 
for letters and other club matters. But we have written each new mem- 
ber welcoming him into the club and we know that the entire club 
welcomes these new members. 

It is a joy to read your letters and to know of the progress you 
are making in the use of good words. Our club membership is quite 
evenly divided between boys and girls, but we receive more letters 
from the girls than from the boys. We should like to hear from more 
of the boys. We know that you are busy with school work and play 
ard that letter writing is not easy for all of you. But busy folk are the 
ones who have opportunities to do things—to prove that prayers are 
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answered and that good, true words bring best results. Write and 
tell us how you are making use of Good Words-Booster club rules in 
your school work and on the playground. 

Remember, club folk, that we are always glad to hear from you. 
We do not publish all of your letters because we receive far too many 
to permit us to do that, but we do try to pick out the letters that will 
be most interesting and helpful to all our members. If any one of you 
does not want his letter published, he should tell us so; but if he does 
want it published, he should remember that the more interesting the 
letter is, the greater is its chance of being published. 

With love and best wishes for a happy Christmas, 

Secretary. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Unity—I can hardly wait each month for Wee Wisdom to come. I 
say The Prayer of Faith every night. One night I had a nightmare. I said 
The Prayer of Faith over and over again and | have not had one since.—Arthur 
Chappel (Australia). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received your letter and I could not answer because 
I had scarlet fever. I am well now. When I was sick I said The Prayer of 
Faith and I was well in two days and could get up. Within a week I could go 
out and play. I repeat The Prayer of Faith morning and night and any time I 
am in trouble. I like it very much and it surely helps me.—Margaret Moser. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI want to tell you that I love The Prayer of Faith 
very much. I know it by heart and I say it twice a day. I also want to tell you 
what happened to me a few weeks ago. I am the one who takes care of our 
furnace. The fire was going out and [ said The Prayer of Faith and asked 
God to help me to light it and He did so. It is a pleasure for me to read Wee 
Wisdom. I wish it would come every week instead of every month.—Eddy 
Richards. 

Dear Editor—The Good Words-Booster club is helping me to become a 
better and a happier girl. I say The Prayer of Faith often and it helps me 
every time. One day our dog ran away. I didn’t give up hope for I knew that 
he would be protected. I repeated The Prayer of Faith many times, and one 
morning he was at the back door waiting to be let in—Arlene Behnke. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Our Sunday school gets Wee Wisdom for each 
family of children in the school. I like it very well. I can hardly wait for it 
to come. I like “The Squareness of Neil Morris.” My two sisters like Wee 
Wisdom too. We have two ponies and we ride them to school sometimes. 
God bless Wee Wisdom.—Jean Crowley. 

é Dear friends—I am trying to be a good boy. I have gotten many of my 
friends to join the Good Words-Booster club and we hope that as we grow to be 
men our island may be better because of us. I am saving money for my club 
pin.—Kenneth Hawkins (British West Indies). 

: Dear Editor—I am inclosing $2 for two more years with Wee Wisdom. 
I like Blanche’s Corner best of all. The verses in the front of the magazine 
always put me in good spirits.—Rena Hunken. 
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Dear Secretary—I am progressing well in my club work. Although there 
is no one in my locality who wishes to join the Good Words-Booster club I 
am trying to do the other things it requires. I am doing well in my work at 
home and at school.—Lois Robinson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for two years and like you very 
much. Last term we had a library at school and I took some of my Wee 
Wisdoms to school, and everybody wanted them. I say The Prayer of Faith 
every night. My mother gives you to me for my birthday every year. When 
I cannot get a problem right I say The Prayer of Faith. I hope that many 
others get you.— Ruth Beiswenger. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I simply love Wee Wisdom. I am very glad that 
I am able to get it again this year. It has helped me to do my school work 
and to become a good girl. A\ll of my brothers and sisters love reading it too. 
I think the one part I like best is Blanche’s Corner. I think The Prayer of 
Faith is a wonderful prayer. It is what helps most in everything | do.—Ena 
Martin (New Zealand). 

Dear Good Words club—I try to be good to every one. When people do 
little things that I don’t want them to do I get angry and start to say something 
stern, but I catch myself sometimes and think, “I thought I was going to be 
good.”” I bring in wood most of the time now. I bring in the cows at 5 o'clock 
every evening. I try to come straight home from school. It makes me happy 
to obey my parents. I love to read the splendid letters you send to me.—Elaine 
Maxine Nelson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister, brother, and I enjoy Wee Wisdom very 
much. We are going to have a nice garden this summer and we are going to 
have many flowers too. We didn’t have any apples last summer, but I think 
we shall this summer. There is a big mountain north of our place. It is 
pretty with snow on it. We have some nice neighbors here and we like them. 


—Eva Henderson. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Mary Howard: health for mother and school work for brother and self; 
George Owen: school work for sister and self; Frank Kearney: school work; 
Joseph Linton: school work; A. I. Eyos: success in his profession; Rudolph 
Thomas: arithmetic; Myrtle Bachman: that she may be a better girl; 
Lillian Wade: school work; Charlotte Miller: health; Betty Mirams: school 
work and music; Richard Jessie: health for a friend; Winston Josephs: health 
and school work; Lena Miller: prayers for her mother and father and school 
work for self; Frank Skala: school work and that the boys will quit teasing him; 
— Linley: prosperity and health for family and school work and music for 
self, 

READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 

Ethne Maureen Anderson (11 years), 4 The Newlands, Middlesbrough, 
Yorkshire, England; Billie Rix (12 years), 1137 Gaugh st., San Francisco, 
Calif.; Fred Havercroft, route 3, box 212a, Portland, Oregon; Leonard Talley, 
c/o J. M. Palmer, rfd 10, Lawrence, Kans.; Arthur Chappell (11 years), 
Brookvale, Sydney, N. S. W., Australia; Mary Elizabeth Goist, rfd 2, Ventura, 
Iowa; Charles Lanquaye Aryee, Accra Wesleyan Mixed school, Jamestown, 
Accra, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Richard M. Y. Jessie, 15 E. 42d st., Chicago, 
Ill.; Betty Murphy (9 years), Niagara st., Lewiston, N. Y. 
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BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 4, 1927. 
ISAIAH TEACHES RIGHT LIVING.—Isaiah 3:1—5:30. 


GoLpEN TExT—Pure religion and undefiled before our God and | 
Father is this, to visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction, and to 
keep oneself unspotied from the world.—James 1:27. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Those who are in darkness need light. Those who live in ignorance 
need Truth, to help them to know that sin and ignorance are not real and 
that they fade from sight when the light of Truth is let in. 

There are many ways in which we are selfish, but none of these ways 
brings us the good that God wants us to have. God has formed plenty of 
good for all His children, but if we do not know that there is enough for 
all, we begin to fear that we shall not get our share and then, because of 
our fear, we may get greedy or selfish. Those who have perfect faith in 
God do not fear that they will want any good thing; they have no reason 
to be selfish. 


Right living comes from right thinking; our thoughts make our lives. 
Thoughts of fear or of selfishness shut out the good that God wants us to 
have. Praise, thanksgiving, and a willingness to work lovingly for the 
good of all God’s children drive the fear thoughts from our minds and help 
to bring us health, happiness, and plenty. 

Each of us is like a vineyard that God has planted. God gives us a 
rich supply of all the good that we need to make us grow more like Him. 
Because of His rich gifts to us He expects us to bring forth much fruit. The 
fruits that He expects are love, kindness, health, joy, and thoughtfulness in 
all our dealings with His children. To treat every person in a way that is 
pleasing to God, we should see ourselves and them as true children of God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Why do those who live in ignorance need Truth? 

If one has perfect faith, is there any reason for his being selfish? 
From what does right living come? 

What are the fruits that God expects from us? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ open myself to the good that God sends me, 
and I rejoice in the good that He gives to all His children. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I think aright and live aright, 
I have no selfish greed; 
I know the Father’s loving care 


Will send me all I need. 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 11, 1927. 
ISAIAH COUNSELS RULERS.—Isaiah, Chapters 7, 31, 36, and 37. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is 
stayed on thee; because he trusteth in thee.—Isa. 26:3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Hezekiah, who was king over Judah at the time of which our lesson 
story tells, stands for firm trust in God. We learn from the story of his rule 
in Judah that our ruling thoughts should be those that believe in God. 
Some of our thoughts—those that look without and believe only in things 
of matter—do not follow the leading of God within. Such thoughts do not 
try to understand the pure ideas that come from the inner mind, and because 
their only belief is in material things they practice a sort of idol worship. 

The Assyrians and their king stand for the thoughts in us that are not 
standing close to God. Thoughts of this kind always are trying to overcome 
our good thoughts. Sometimes they seem so strong that we become fearful, 
as the people of Judah feared the Assyrians. But a time comes when our 
spiritual thoughts want to be free. At such times our first thought is of God, 
and, like Hezekiah, we go to the house of the Lord, which is the place 
within ourselves where we can talk to God. 

Prayer is the power that brings us the help that we need. Our 
earnest prayers show forth and make stronger our trust in Spirit to bring us 
victory over all error thinking. By prayer we open ourselves to receive cour- 
age and strength and safety and all the other good that God wants us to 
have. Fighting against evil is not the way to overcome it; fearing evil only 
makes it stronger. Our listening to what people say, instead of listening 
only to the voice of God, keeps us in bondage. We are free, and we over- 
come evil only as-we look to God for all our help. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


For what does Hezekiah stand? 

Of whom do we first think when we want to be free? 
What power brings us the help that we need? 

What do we do by praying? 


LEsson THOUGHT—WNot by might nor by power, but by the Spirit of 
God I overcome all evil. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


By prayer I find the power 
"To set my spirit free; 
And only those that tell of God 
Are ruling thoughts in me. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 18, 1927. 
REVIEW: THE EARLY PROPHETS OF ISRAEL. 


GOLDEN TEXT—God, having of old time spoken unto the fathers in 
the prophets by divers portions and in divers manners, hath at the end of 
these days spoken unto us in his Son—Heb. 1:1, 2. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Our lessons during the past quarter have helped to teach us how God 
always is trying to show us His will and to teach us the way to live. Each 
of the prophets about whom we have studied stands for some high spiritual 
thought in us that is trying to lead us closer to God. 

The victory of Elijah over the prophets of Baal teaches us the power 
of faith in God. The voice that Elijah heard shows us that we heed God 
best in quietness and stillness. From the lesson about Naboth’s vineyard, 
we learn that we should not let our desire for good make us covet. 

The lessons that we have had in right living teach us that we must be 
fair and kind and true in our thinking and in our words and deeds, if we 
really want to do God’s will. The lesson from Amos shows us that justice 
works in us if we turn from material thoughts and let God rule all our ac- 
tions. We learn from Micah that outer show and form of worship are not 
pleasing to God, but that we must first be true in heart. When we are 
really obedient to Truth all blessings come into our lives. 

Isaiah teaches that it is not well for us to find fault with others or with 
ourselves. We should let the light of Spirit shine on every person and try 
to see him as God sees him. By seeing all persons as children of God we 
learn to love them and we become more like our heavenly Father. 

Victory comes to us when we trust in Spirit. When the Assyrians 
came against Judah, king Hezekiah prayed that God would save his 
people, and his prayer was answered, 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the main teaching in our lessons for this quarter? 

For what do the prophets stand? 

Name some of the things that the lessons in right living teach us. 
What is the true way to worship God? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—1 hear and obey the voice of God in me. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


The voice of God within me speaks 
As prophets spoke of old; 

I learn to do God’s perfect will 
When fast to Truth I hold. 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 25, 1927. 
CHRISTMAS LESSON.—Luke 2:1-20. 


GoLpEN Text—Thou shalt call his name JESUS; for it is he that 
shall save his people from their sins—Mat. 1:21. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The beautiful story of the angels and the shepherds brings to us the 
happy thought that each of us can open his heart to the birth of the Christ 
Child. In our spiritual study, sheep stand for thoughts. As the shepherds 
watch and care for their flocks, so we should carefully watch our thoughts 
to see that only good and true thoughts find place in our minds. When we 
do this we open ourselves to spiritual things—to the coming of the Christ. 

The message of the angels to the shepherds is like the voice that comes 
to us at times from the Spirt of God within. This voice helps us to know 
that something strange and wonderful is taking place in us. It brings to us 
a great sense of peace, and we have in our hearts only a feeling of good will 
toward all the earth. 

When the shepherds went into Bethlehem and told what had hap- 
pened to them, the people wondered. So it is when we have opened our- 
selves to the birth of the Christ in us; all whom we meet wonder at the new 
life and joy that they see in us. When we have found the newborn Christ 
within, we too should glorify and praise God as did the shepherds. 

Every year at Christmas time we are reminded of the birth of the baby 
Jesus in the manger at Bethlehem. But every day we should think of the 
birth of the Christ Spirit in ourselves. This birth takes place every time we 
open our hearts in humbleness and love to let the Spirit of God find new life 
in us. And as the birth of Jesus meant new hope and new light for all the 
world, the Christ birth in our hearts means new blessings in our lives. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


How are we like the shepherds? 

What do the voices of God’s messengers bring? 
What should we think of every day? 

What does the Christ birth in our hearts mean to us? 


LEsson THOUGHT—T his day the Spirit of Christ is newly born in me. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


If I can open wide my heart, 
Each day is Christmas morn, 
For in my soul I understand 


That Christ is newly born. 


Lesson 1, JANUARY I, 1928. 


JOHN THE BAPTIST AND JESUS.—Mark 1:1-13. 
GoLDEN TEXT—He must increase, but I must decrease-—John 3:30. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Jesus Christ is the spiritual mind in us that leads us closer to God. 
Before this mind can work in us we must want to do right, and we must be 
willing to give up the things that might keep us from doing as God wants 
us todo. John the Baptist stands for that in us which tries to do right. 

John the Baptist teaches repentance, which means turning about from 
our old error thinking to the new Christ way of thought. God has given all 
of us a John the Baptist thought, to tell us when we are going in the wrong 
direction so that we may go in the way that God wants us to go. 

The baptism of John stands for the cleansing of our minds that must 
be done before the coming of the Christ. It is the casting out of all thoughts 


of selfishness and of material things. After Jesus had had this cleansing, the 
Spirit of the Lord came upon Him and the voice of God spoke as it speaks 
to us when we open ourselves to hear it. 

The opening of the heavens is the opening of God’s store of blessings, 
such as health and strength and plenty. After His baptism Jesus went to 
the wilderness and was tempted, but the power of God in Him kept Him 
from yielding to temptation. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is needed before the spiritual mind can work in us? 
What does repentance mean? 

For what does the baptism of John stand? 

What gives us strength to meet temptation? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ turn from worldly thoughts and cleanse my 
mind of all error. 


MEMORY VERSE 
Before the Christ is born in me, 
The way is opened wide; 
For by my John the Baptist thoughts 
I’m cleansed and purified. 
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PUZZLE PAGE 


== TRe Lost Shoop 


The shepherd has lost a sheep. Can you find it? 


WORD SQUARE 
When the proper words are placed in 
square, the letters of the first horizontal 
‘ ; : : row and the letters of the first vertical row 
slag . spell the same word. 


ee eee Cross Words: 1. A rope with a noose. 
2. To change. 3. To be erect. 4. Meaning. 5. Neatness, system. 


TAKE AWAY A LETTER PUZZLE 


Take a letter from the following: 
A common food and leave to peruse. 
A dish and leave a map. 
A garment and leave a small bed. 
A dwelling and leave an article of dress. 
Purchased and leave a limb of a tree. 
A flower and leave a raised platform. 
eS The letters taken from these words form a word that every one 
ves. 


ANSWERS TO LAST MONTH’S PUZZLES: Harvest 


time; diamond. 
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FOR MUGGSY 


One cold afternoon a few weeks after the “feed’”’ for Kegs, The 
Spartan Company, Ltd., met in the Roost after school to discuss some 
business affairs. When the fire in the stove was well started it oc- 
curred to Kegs that they might as well be popping corn while they 
discussed their plans. So the pop corn and the new popper, which the 
treasurer had been authorized to purchase the day before, were brought 
out for the first time. The members took turns at the popper while 
David, as chairman, conducted the meeting. 

“On the way to school this morning,” he began, “Red said he 
thought the company ought to buy itself a Christmas present. Some- 
thing for the Roost would be a good idea; then all of us could enjoy 
it. What do the rest of you think>”’ he asked. 

“F; ine!” said Coralee, shaking the popper vigorously in her ex- 
citement. “Why couldn’t we buy—” 

““Now, Coralee,” warned Red, “we are not going to spend our 
hard earned money for a tablecloth or napkins or any foolish thing 
like that.” 

“T was thinking of a tablecloth,” admitted Coralee, “but it was 
an oilcloth one and I think it would be better than the newspapers we 
use now. It could be wiped off nice and clean every time we use it.” 

“Why not lay in a supply of canned pears or pineapples>”’ sug- 
gested Kegs. 

“T think that would be a waste of money,” objected Chink. “Our 
a usually give us things to eat when we want a meal in the 

oost.”” 

“If these nail kegs hurt everybody as much as they do me,” put 
in Red, getting up to rest, “we'll buy some real chairs.” 

“*That’s the best idea yet,” said David, “although Coralee’s was 
a good one.” 

“But chairs are expensive,” said Cousin Bob. 

“Maybe if we went up to Henderson’s secondhand store in town. 
we could get some good ones cheap.” 
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The vote was unanimous, in favor of the chairs, and the Spartans 
met on Saturday morning to make the trip to town. David's father 
had offered to take the gang in the car, and Cousin Bob had the com- 
pany’s money pinned in his pocket with a safety pin. 

When the matter was explained to Mr. Henderson he obligingly 
began to search. The Spartans helped him to move desks and dressers 
and kitchen tables until they had unearthed six chairs. They were not 
all alike, but they were all fairly strong, which was more important. 

The chairs had been carried to the sidewalk to wait until David's 
father had completed his business in town. Mr. Henderson was 
scratching his head and wondering how David's father was going to 
load the chairs and the gang into the car. Cousin Bob was unpinning 
his pocket to pay Mr. Henderson the $6 which he had agreed to take 
for the chairs when David’s father drove up. 

“Good morning, Henderson,” he said. “I just heard at the store 
about the fire o nthe Ragan place. It will make it hard for the Ragans 
this cold weather, with all those children.” 

“Was it Muggsy Ragan’s home, Daddy?” asked David. 

“Yes, Son—burned to the ground. They don’t know how it 
started. Mrs. Ragan awoke about midnight and they just managed to 
get all the children out in time. The whole family were in their night 
clothes. They crawled into some hay in the barn loft until daylight, 
then Mr. Ragan walked to the nearest neighbor’s for help. The 
neighbors are all giving what they can. Jim Burke, at the bank, is 
taking care of the cash donations.” 

The gang looked at David—Muggsy Ragan went to school with 
them. He sat right across from Red. The teacher had continually 
to remind him not to laugh aloud in school. Red broke the silence. 

“T’'ll bet he isn’t laughing now,” he said. 

“They won’t have much money for Christmas presents this year,” 
said Chink. 

“The $6 for these chairs,” figured Cousin Bob, “with what we 
have already spent, will leave us just about enough to buy seed and 
the two new hoes we want to start with next spring.” 

““We need some new market baskets, too,” Kegs reminded him. 
Red swallowed hard. 

“T guess it’s the old nail kegs for us,” he said. The gang nodded 
and David approached Mr. Henderson. 

“If you don’t mind,” he said, “I don’t think we had better buy 
the chairs. We'll carry them back for you.” 

Each member of the company picked up a chair and slowly car- 
ried it back into the store. 
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“We will give the $6 to Muggsy,” said David. “I think we 


ought to write a note.” 
Sitting on one of the six chairs before an old kitchen table, David 
wrote: 
Dear Muggsy: 
We heard about the fire. It surely is tough. We hope you have a new 
house soon. We are inclosing $6 we don’t need. 
Your friends, 


The Spartans. 

“Daddy,” said David as they climbed into the car, “will you 
please stop at the bank? We want to hand this note and money to 
Mr. Burke, for Muggsy.” 

When the gang were back in the Roost, sitting on their nail kegs 
before the fire, Coralee sighed happily. 

“My, it is cozy and warm in here,” she said. “Think of being 
without a home on a day like this,” she added. 

““We’re lucky to have nail kegs,” said Cousin Bob. 

“T certainly am glad we hadn’t spent the money,” said David. 

“T hope Muggsy laughs out loud when he gets it,” said Red. 

On Christmas morning the Spartans gathered at David’s house 
to show one another their gifts or to tell about them if they were too 
bulky to be carried. 

“T had José build a fire in the Roost,” said David's father. “I 
thought you might want to play out there.” 

Out the Spartans raced, but as David threw open the door they 
stopped short. In the doorway stood Bige with a big red bow on his 
collar and a Merry Christmas tag around his neck. Back of him, 
arranged in a half circle around the glowing stove, were the six chairs 
from Mr. Henderson’s store. They looked much better than they had 
when the gang had first seen them, for they were all dressed up in new 
coats of lovely green paint. 

“Daddy!” shouted David throwing himself upon his father, who 
had followed them to the Roost. The rest of the gang, following their 
leader’s example, threw themselves on David’s father until he was 
almost hidden from view. 

“Just a little Christmas gift to a bunch of real Spartans,” he ex- 
plained, when he could be heard. 

It was not until they had settled down in their new chairs to talk 
things over that Coralee remembered something. 

“T almost forgot!” she exclaimed, running to get a package from 
under her coat. When she had unwrapped it, she spread on the table 
an oilcloth with a border of red flowers. “There! Aren't we all 
dressed up?” she asked. 
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“But, Coralee, you shouldn’t have done that,” said David. 

“Why not?” demanded Coralee, her hands on her hips, “My 
uncle gave me the money to do with as I liked, and that,” pointing to 
the red bordered oilcloth, “is what I liked.” 

The gang assured her that they liked it too, and Christmas was 
gay in the Roost. 


Dear Wisdoms: 

This is the letter that I promised to write you from 
Seattle. 

The splendid mountains are beginning to take on more 
snow; the brilliant sunsets richly color the waters of bay and 
lake; the vapor in the valleys mornings and nights makes a 
different world. Every day, every hour, there is change, and 
through all the changes everything becomes more wonderful. 

In the last half year my lesson work in the field has taken 
me all the way from Havana to Puget Sound. From tropical 
places, through great prairies, over high, cold mountains and 
into the soft aired Northwest I have come, and each place 
has had for me its own charm, its own beauty. All the earth 
is so lovely that I could not name one place that I have seen 
and say of it: “This is the very loveliest of all.” 

There is a way in which places are like flowers. The 
rose has a charm of its own; the lily has as much charm, but 
not the same charm that the rose has; the violet is lovely in its 
own way. So, some places have water, some mountains, 
some long, long stretches of emerald green. 

Which of all these places do I love the most? Always, 
the place I am when I answer the question. Today it is 
Seattle. In another month it will be the place where I answer 
the question then. This makes me always to live in the place 
I love the most, and so, of course, I am always pleased with 
my environment. 


With love, 
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Fie 


GREETING 


“°*T was the night before Christmas and all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.” 


And Martha Jane had gone to bed as happy as any little girl could be— 
happy because tomorrow was Christmas Day and because she was helping 
Santa to make several little boys and girls happy with her Christmas gifts 
for them, gifts from Unity’s bookshelf for children. 

For Tommy, aged six, she had ordered “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks.” 
For big sister—she’s fourteen, you know—“Wee Wisdom’s Way.” For 
Fannie June—but wait. Let us tell you just a word about all the Unity 
books for young folk and then you may choose for yourself the ones that 
you want Santa to bring you and also the ones that you wish to send as 
your “Merry Christmas” gifts to your little friends. 

Love’s Roses is a book that will delight any small girl. It is the story 
of two little girls who lived in a land where thoughts were flowers, and of 
their adventures with the beautiful queen of this ‘Once-upon-a-time” land. 
Price, $.25. 

WEE Wispom’s Way, by Myrtle Fillmore, is the story of the remaking 
of the Day family, all through the efforts of one little girl whom you all will love. 
The mothers and the dads and the boys and the girls can enjoy this book 
together and each of them will learn his own lesson from it. Prices: paper 
cover, $.50; cloth, $.75. 

TREASURE Box tells in a charming way, with the help of many quaint 
pictures, the interesting story of two young girls who dwelt by the side of 
the sea. It was written by Imelda Octavia Shanklin, whom all Wee Wisdom 
children know and love. Price, $.50. 

THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND THE KEY—simple enough for the tiniest 
tot, yet interesting enough for even the big little folk—tells of three little girls, 
Prudence, Patience, and Faith, and of their efforts to gain admission to the 
Garden of Wisdom. Price, $.75. 

AuNT Joy’s NATURE TALKS is about trees, rocks, flowers, water, and 
animals, and the part each of them plays in the working out of the divine plan 
of life. Prices: paper binding, $.50; cloth, $.75. 

WEE Wispom Picture Books, gayly colored, comprise the best of the 
poems, stories, and pictures that made up Wee Wisdom magazine back in 
1922 and ’23. Volumes II and III, $.75 each. 

And now YOU know why Martha Jane went to bed so happy that 
Christmas Eve and why she was so sure that Santa would be well pleased 
with the help she had given him. Your orders, sent to Unity School, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo., will bring just as much hapiness as did 
Martha Jane’s. Today is the day to do your Christmas shopping at Unity. 
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Alla W. Forster 


Share with others; this will bring 
Happiness to you! 
Spread the Christmas cheer 
around; 
It will bless you too. 


For the Christ Child came to 
bless 
All mankind as brothers. 
If you want the Christmas joy, 
Share it then with others. 
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CHRISTMAS GUESTS 
Mother and I did not $0 to the Christ- 


mas tree at the schoolhouse. The snow 
was too deep. Daddy and Buddy went. 
They brought me presents from the tree. 
In the morning we took down our 
stockings, to see what Santa had brought 
us. I liked my picture book best. I wanted 
to thank Santa. Daddy said I could thank 
Buddy, this time. 

_ The snow did not melt. Iasked Buddy 
where the rabbits were. He said they 
were in their homes by the willows. Then 
he told me to look out of the window and 
see our Christmas 3uests. When I looked 
I saw some birds. They were Bray. 

Buddy said they were snowbirds. He 
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said they knew where to come for Christ- 
mas dinner. We Zave them crumbs and 
corn bread to pick at. Buddy told me the 
birds would eat weed seed, too. 

We were glad the snowbirds came to 
our house for Christmas dinner. Buddy 
‘said the family name of snowbirds is Finch. 
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EM NGER 


God sent His snowflake fairies 
To paint the hills with white. 
They started in last evening 

And worked all through the night. 
They filled each field and garden, 
O’erspread each bush and tree, 
And built a great white play land 
For tiny folk like me. 
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Why, even our old woodshed 

Looks like a fairy's home, 

And that big pile of cordwood 
- Is changed into a throne. 

I'll stay here by the window 

For just a little while— 

I'm sure I'll see some fairies, 

And see an elf man smile. 


And when the elves and fairies 
Are busy at their play, 

I'll go and ask my mother 

To let me out today. 

They'll surely know I'm friendly, 


And will not frightened be; 


I hope they will not run away, 
But stay and play with me. 
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Tenderly 


1. Oh, the lit-tle ba- by Je-sus in the man-ger sleep-ing 
2. Oh, the lit - tle sleeping Christ Child slumbers on without a 
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lay, When the Wise Men came with of -fer-ings of gold, 
stir, As the treas-ures of the East His guests im -part, 
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And their gifts of roy - al rich-es they in love be-fore Him 
smileup-on His 


spread, As we all in Christmas sto - ry have been told. 
lips, Will a-.wak-en when I of - fer Him my heart. 
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Christmas Tree, with 
your shining star, 
I know where you 
grew— 
On either side of a 
mountain path 
Stood sisters and 
brothers and you. iy 
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Christmas Tree, it was still aud 
dark— 
No whistles or horns or light. 
Isn't it cheerier here with me 
And the fire on a winter night? 
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